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"My children," she said, "this is one more grief added to the griefs we already have; let us bear it like Christians and offer this new sacrifice to Almighty God."
As she spoke, cries and sobs burst out on all sides; the wretched servants fell on their knees, and while some rolled on the floor and tore their hair in their despair, others kissed her hands and her feet, and the hem of her dress, asking her forgiveness for anything that she might have to reproach them for, calling her their mother, and bidding her adieu.
But at last the Sheriff, thinking doubtless that the scene 'had already lasted too long, waved his hand, whereupon the guards thrust them all, men and women alike, back into the room and closed the door upon them; but, even through the closed door, the Queen could hear their cries and lamentations, which seemed determined to go with her to the scaffold, despite the guards.
At the top of the staircase the Queen found Andrew Melville awaiting her; he was her maitre d'hotel, who had been long separated from her, and had succeeded in obtaining leave to see her once more at the moment of her death. The Queen quickened her pace as she approached him, and knelt at his feet to receive his blessing, which he gave her through his fast-flowing tears.
" Melville," she said, still kneeling, " be as faithful a servant to my son as thou hast been to me; go to him immediately upon my death and describe it to him in all its details; tell him that I wish him every earthly blessing, and that I pray God to send down His Holy Spirit upon him."
" Madame," Melville replied, " that is surely the saddest mission with which a man could be entrusted; but no matter, I will faithfully execute it, I swear to you."